IO

Whosoe'ci hath bcaired his breast and burned thereon the brands, afresh
Wanteth not to sight the garden, nor to view the bower is fain, l

He who to Love's folk peitaineth bideth in the dear one's ward;
For he wanteth not to wandei wild and wode o'er hill and plain. 2

O Muhibbi, whoso drinketh from the loved one's hand a cup,
Wanteth not Life's sparkling Water e'en from Khizr's hand to drain.

Ghazel. [165]

Naught among the folk is holden like to fortune fail to see;
But no worldly fortune equal to one breath of health can be.

That which men call empire is but world-wide strife and ceaseless war;
There is nought of bliss in all the woild to equal privacy,

Lay aside this mirth and frolic, for the end thereof is death;
If thou seekest love abiding, there is naught like piety.

Though thy life-days were in number even as the desert sand,

In the sphere's hour-glass they'd show not as a single hour, ah me!

O Muhibbi, if thou cravest rest, withdraw from cares of earth;
There is ne'er a peaceful corner like the hermit's nook, perdie.

As we have already said, five of Suleyman's sons wrote
poetry; these five are the Princes Muhammed, Mustafa,
Bayezfd, Jihangfr, and Selfm. The last-named, the youngest
of all and the successor of his father on the throne, was
undoubtedly the most distinguished as a poet; but we shall
defer considering his work till we come to speak of the
poets of his reign. None of the others wrote much, a ghazel
or two by each being all that has come down to us. All

1  As  wounds  are   poetically  compared to flowers, he whose breast is torn
through the anguish of love has but to look thereon so to find a garden.

2  Alluding to   the  stories  of Ferha"d  and  Mejnttn  who, the poets tell us,
thinking thereby to magnify their passion, went mad for love and wandered
among the mountains and deserts; but Muhibbf here says that the true lover
is fain to abide near his beloved, and doeb not seek to fly from hei. vicinity.